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Essence 
White-headed eagles, 
Drowning tracks in frothy waves, 
Fish a regal strand. 
Yellow willow stems, 
Brushing gently, sweep the grass, 
And beckon to clouds. 
From a blood-washed mink, 
Sulfurous musk tints the air 
Squirming blindly up, 
Maggots whisper silently 
Through tunnels in dung. 
Dave Waller, Sc. & H. Sr. 
Encounter 
HE was very tired of books, of evening study hours, of 
her roommate, of tests and more tests, of the stale, dirty 
snow, of the dull grey sky, of life, of life. Of course she was 
going to be late for class. She shifted her books to the other 
hip and walked on between the khaki-colored temporary 
buildings. Other students wrapped in frozen grimaces shuf-
fled by like a defeated army. Her mind wandered through 
a fog of emptiness. 
He walked with a group of fellows from his residence. 
[48] 
Fall, 1959 49 
T h e conversation varied only in detail, but the topic was the 
same eternal one. Complaints. Not enough sleep, too many 
tests, girl troubles, prejudiced teachers, poor dormitory food. 
He had heard all their woes before, had heard each boy as-
sert his troubles as the gravest. T h e fools! If they only 
knew of his troubles, they would consider their own trivial. 
He joined in their complaints now and then showing them 
all what real problems were. 
T h e group of boys and the girl arrived at the sidewalk 
intersection at exactly the same time. As she stepped for-
ward, his heavy shoe met her instep soundly. 
He glared at her. 
She glared at him. 
Silence. 
Janice Boeke, Sc. & H. Soph, 
On Loves 
I find your footsteps 
Woven in the tapestries 
Of silver grass, 
Trai led across the freshness 
Of wet beaches—faintly scuffed 
In glistening pebbles. 
And sometimes I feel straying threads 
Of wind-tossed, floating h a i r -
Teasing out from waves, 
Curling, scented, past my cheek. 
And in the poplar's trembling, 
Its milky glimmer, 
dusty glitter, 
I sometimes feel the trembling of your hand. 
Larry Syndergaard, Ag. Jr. 
